LINCOLN  &  HAMLIN 


f 


FOR  THK 


PHESlOENTrnt  C^MPillGN 


OF 


18GO. 


ITHACA,  N.  Y. : 
1860. 


^^< 


LINCOLN  &  HAMLIN 


CaMPStGN 


® 


® 


tTHACA,  N.   Y. 
1860. 


Digitized  by  tine  Internet  Archive 

in  2009  witii  funcljingfrom 

Friends  of  tine  Lincoln  FinancMI  Coilection  in  Indiana 


http://www.archive.org/details/lincolnhamlincamOOitha 


REPUBLICAN 


Honest  Abe  of  the  West. 

AlR^ — '*  Star  Spangled  Banner. ^^ 

O  hark  !  from  the  pine^icrested  hills  of  old  Maine, 
Where  the  splendor  first  falls  from  the  wings  of  the 
morning, 
An'i  away  in  the  West,  over  river  and  plairl, 
Rings  out  the  grand  anthem  of  Liberty's  warning  ! 
From  gr^en  rolling  prairie  it  swells  to  the  sea, 
For  the  people  have  risen,  victorious,  free  ; 
They  have  chosen  their  It^aders,  and  bravest  and  best 
Of  them  all  is  Old  Abe,  Honest  Abe  of  the  West  ! 

The  spirit  that  fought  for  the  patriots  of  old. 

Has  swept  through  the  land  and  aroused  us  forever  ; 
In  the  pure  air  of  heaven  a  standard  unfold. 
Fit  to  marshal  us  on  to  the  sacred  endeavor  ! 
Proudly  the  banner  of  freemen  we  bear  ; 
Noble  the  hopes  that  encircle  it  there  ! 
And  where  battle  is  thickest  we  follow  the  crest 
Of  gallant  Old  Abe,  Honest  Abe  of  the  West  ! 

There's  a  triumph  in  urging  a  glorious  cause, 

Though  the  hosts  of  the  foe  for  a  while  may  be  strong- 
er. 
Pushing  on  for  just  rulers  and  holier  laws. 
Till  their  lessening  columns  oppose  us  no  longer. 
But  ours  the  loud  pean  of  men  who  have  past 
Through  the  struggle  of  years,  and  are  victors  at 
last  : 


So  forward  ihe  flag  !  leave  to  Heaven  the  rest, 
And  trust  in  Old  Abr,  Honest  Abe  of  the  West  ! 

Lo  !  see  the  bright  scroll  of  the  Future  unfold  ! 

Broad  farms  and  fair  cities  shall  crown  our  devotion  ; 
Free  Labor  turn  even  Ihe  sands  into  gold, 
And  the  links  of  her  railways  chain  ocean  to  ocean  ; 
Barges  shall  float  on  the  dark  river  waves, 
With  a  wealth  never  wrung  from   the  sinews    of 
slaves  ; 
And  the  chief,  in  whose  rute  all  the  land  shall  be  blest, 
Is  our  noble  Old  Abe,  Honest  Abe  of  the  West  ! 

Then  on  lo  the  holy  Republican  strife  ! 

And  again,  for  a  future  as  fair  as  the  morning, 
For  the  sake  of  that  freedom  more  precious  than  life, 
Ring  out  the  grand  aathem  of  Liberty's  warning  ! 
Litt  the  banner  oa  high,    while  from   mountain  to 

plain 
Tho  cheers  of  the  people  are  sounded  again, 
Hurrah  !  for  our  cause — t/,f  all  causes  the  best  ! 
Hurrah  !  for  Old  Abe,  Honest  Abe  of  the  West ! 


Hallying  Song. 

**  Free  Territories  for  Free  Men.*" 

Tune* — Gentle  Annie. 

Come  ye  Rocky  Mountain  brothers, 
Come  from  store,  from  shop  and  holl  ; 

Pass  the  watchword  to  the  others. 
Don't  you  hear  our  rallying  call  ? 

Chorus.— Freedom  for  our  western  prairies, 
Freedom  to  Pacific's  shore  ; 
Freedom  gave  our  land  to  freemen- 
Free  it  shall  be  evermore. 

Rally  once  more  round  our  banner, 
In  the  fight  be  true  and  strong  ; 


Keeping-  step  to  freemen's  music, 

With  one  voice  we'll  shout  our  song  : 
Chorus. — Freedom,  &c. 

Let  the  past  be  now  forgotten. 

While  sweet  Freedom's  foes  we  rout ; 

All  we  ask  of  each  one  comino-, 
Vote  for  Lincoln — work  and  shout. 
Chorus. — Freedpm,  &c. 

Have  you  heard  from  old  New  Hampshire, 
How  the  strikers  struck  up  there  ? 

Dealing  deadly  blows  to  slavery, 
Singing  on  the  evening  air  : 
Chorus  — Freedom,  &c. 

Then  Connecticut,  right  nobly. 
Next  sustained  the  glorious  fight ; 

Conquered  all  the  foes  of  Freedom, 
Shouting  till  the  mor?)ing  light : 
Chorus, — Freedom,  &ic. 

Shall  the  Empire  State  be  wanting, 
When  the  others  all  stand  true  1 

Then  let  each  one  do  his  duty,. 
Work  there  is  tor  us  and  you. 
Chorus. — Freedom,  &c. 

Come,  then,  Freemen,  come  and  join  ue. 
You  who  never  came  before  ; 

All  we  ask  is  vote  for  Freedom, 
'Till  it  reigns  from  shore  to  shore. 
Chorus. — Freedom,  kc. 


The  Presidential  Race. 
Tune — The  Camytown  Races. 

There's  an  old  plow  "boss'' — his  name  is  "Dug," 

Du  da,  du  da. 
He's  short  and  thick — a  regular  "  plug," 

Du  dn,  du  da  day. 
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Chords — We're  boumi  to  work  all  night, 
We're  bound  to  work  all  day 
I'll  bet  my  mon(?y  on  the  "Lineoln  boss," 
Who  bets  on  Stephen  A  ? 

The  "little  plug"  has  had  his  day, 

Du  da,  du  da, 
He's  out  of  the  ring^  by  all  fair  play, 

Du  da,  du  da  dt^y. 

He  tried  his  best  on  the  Charleston  track, 

Du  da,  du  da, 
But  couldn't  make  time  with  his  "  Squatter  Jack," 

Du  da,  du  da  day. 

"Old  Abraham's"  a  well  bred  nag, 

Du  da,  du  da. 
His  'A^ind  is  sound — he'll  never  lag, 

Du  da,  du  da  dsy. 

In  '58  he  tiied  his  gait, 

Du  da,  du  da. 
He  trotted  Douglas  through  the  State, 

Du  da,  du  da  day. 

In  '60  now  we're  going  to  trot, 

Du  da,  du  da. 
So  plank  your  money  on  the  spot, 

Du  da,  du  da  day. 

The  "Lincoln  boss"  will  never  fail, 

Du  da,  du  da. 
He  will  not  shy  at  ditch  or  "  rail," 

Du  da,  du  da  day. 

The  "Little  Dug"  can  never  win, 

Du  da,  du  da. 
That  Kansas  job's  too  much  for  him, 

Du  da,  du  da  day. 
His  legs  are  weak,  his  wind  unsound, 

Du  da,  du  da, 
His  "switch  tail"  is  too  near  the  ground, 

Du  da,  du  da  day. 


That  "Old  Man  'bout  Fifty-two." 
Air — Cheer,  Boys,  Cheer. 

Hear  the  shout  of  freedom  rising, 

O'er  our  mountains,  o'er  our  dales, 
'Tis  for  Lincoln,  brave  and  stalwart,— 

He's  the  boy  to  split  the  rails  ! 
Split  the  rails  a  nation'^  wanting" 

For  the  fence  she's  building  West, 
Guarding  with  a  wall  of  freemen, 

Slavery  from  her  virgin  breast. 

Chorus, 

Then  clear  the  track,  Old  Abraham's  coming  ; 

He's  coming  boys  our  work  to  do — 
The  ''Orphans"  fear  they'll  catch  a  drumming 

From  that  "old  man  'bout  fifiy-two." 

From  his  prairie  home  they've  called  him, 

Called  him  forth  to  lead  the  van  ; 
Old  North  East  is  battling  with  him, 

Battling  for  the  rights  of  man  ! 
Soon  you'll  hear  his  bugle  sounding, 

Millions  waking  at  his  call, — 
"With  his  union  banner  waving, 

Bearding  Douglas  in  his  hall. 

Chorus. — Then  clear,  &cc. 

As  the  wild«fire  sweeps  the  prairie, 

He  shall  sweep  our  native  land  ; 
Slave  ships  shall  not  cover  the  ocean, 

When  brave  Lincoln  takes  command  ; 
Then  one  shout  for  Freedom's  Boatman, 

And  one  more  for  old  North  East  ! 
Spread  the  table,  guests  are  wailing. 

Sit  ye  down  to  Freedom's  feast. 

Chorus. — Then  clear,  &c. 
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A  "  "Wide- A  wake  Song. 
Air — Old  Dan  Tucker. 

"  Wide- A  wakes'*  who  are  fond  of  singing. 

Let  118  keep  this  song  a  ringing, 
Sound  the  chorus  loud  and  hearty, 

And  push  along  the  Republican  Party. 

CTsorits. — Clear  the  track — "OJd  Abe*'  is  coming^, 
Clear  the  track — "Old  Abe*'  is  coming. 
Clear  the  track — ^'Old  Abe**  is  coming,. 
Hamlin  bravely  up  is  running. 

Lincoln,  proudly  leads  the  people, 
Keen-  his  axe  and  huge  his  beetle, 

On  the  wedge  his  blows  increases, 

flitting  "Hards**  and  *'Softs*'  in  pieces. 

Chorus.--»Clear  the  track,  &c. 

From  shore  to  shore  the  people  rally^ 

Rising  up  S'om  l^ll  and  valley. 
Breathing  words  of  truth  that  scorches. 

Lighted  on  vyith  Sags  and  torches. 

Chorus. — Clear  the  track,  foe. 

•'Qants"  small  and  great  are  frightened. 
The  color  of  "Scripture  Dick**  is  heightened, 

Seymour's  lofty  brow  is  knitting, 

While  Lincoln  rails  around  are  splitting. 

Chorus. — Clear  the  track,  &c. 

The  "Everett'^  "BelP  is  faintly  tolling— 

Fire  across  the  prairies  rolling  ; 
"Booby  Bwjoks'*  has  made  a  blunder, 

Fernaad'o  Wood  'iS  "knocked  to  thunder.'* 

Chorus. — Clear  the  track,  &c. 

"Wide-Awakes*'  arouse  the  nation, 

Wafce  to  Freedom  all  creation, 
*'Split*'  Oppression  wide  asunder, 

Making  tyrants  fear  and  wonder. 

Chorus.— 'Clear  the  track,  4c. 
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Keep  the  fire  well  stirred  and  blazing, 
For  "Abe''  and  Hamlin  take  amazing  ; 

Swing  your  torches — wave  your  banners, 
While  the  people  shout  Hosannae, 

Choi  us. — Clear  the  track,  8fc. 


Republloan    Rally. 

Tune — J^ellie  Gray. 

There's  a  shout  along  the  valleys, 
There's  a  joy  upon  the  hills, 
The  prairies  all  are  blazing  wild  and  grand, 
For  see,  Freedom's  army  rallies, 
And  from  every  rank  there  thrills 
The  watchword,  Freedom  for  our  native  land. 

Chords— .Then  rally,  boys,  rally, 

From  tlie  hill^«nd  the  valley, 

Shout  aloud  like  the  surges  of  the  sea, 
For  the  good  old  cause  of  yore, 
Rally,  Freemen,  yet  once  more  ; 

Hurrah  for  Freedom  and  the  Free  ! 

From  Maine  to  Texas,  loudly 
Rolls  the  rallying  signal  cut — 
From  the  ocean  to  the  ocean  it  rebounds  ; 
And  our  banner,  floating  proudly, 
Courts  the  breeze  and  battle  shout. 
And  each  Freeman's  heart  to  Freedom's  call  rebounds. 

Yes,  Freemen,  all  awaken  : 

Freedom  calls  her  sens  once  more, 
To  assert  her  glorious  principles  again  ; 
So,  like  seas  by  tempests  shaken. 
Peal  the  battle  cry  of  yore, 
Freedom's  soil  free  for  Freemen  shall  remain. 

The  Democrats  are  quaking, 
On  their  rotten  Slavery  plank. 
For  at  Charleston  low  their  Squatter  Sovereign  fell, 
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And  the  Union  Savers,  shakingf, 
Are  all  looking  blue  and  Wank, 
For  their  death-knell  now  is  lolling,  ding,  dong,  belt,. 

Then  for  the  contest  glorious. 
Like  the  surging  of  the  sea. 
Let  the  rally  for  old  Honest  Abram  be  : 
Freedom's  cause  shall  prove  victorious, 
Freedom's  soil  shall  still  be  free  ; 
So  for  Lincoln  and  for  Hamlin  three  times  three  I 

"Wide- Awake"   Song. 
Air — Buffalo  Gals. 

As  1  was  walking  down  the  street 

Down  the  street, 

Down  the  street, 
A  De-mo-crat  1  chanced  to  meet, 
He  asked  me  what  to  do. 

"Wide- Awakes'*  can)',  you  come  out  to  night, 
Can't  you  come  out  to-night. 
Can't  you  conoe  out  (o-night, 

"Wide- A  wakes"  can't  you  come  oat  to-night. 

And  let  him  join  our  crew. 

<i^      We'll  take  him  ii^and  march  him  along, 

(Repeat,  he.) 
Teach  him  well  the  Lincoln  song. 
And  learn  him  now  to  vote. 

*'Wide'Awakes"  cant't  you  come  out  to-ni^ht, 

(Repeat,  &c.) 
And  take  him  ♦'aboard  the  boat." 

.}       We'll  let  our  torches  light  him  on, 

(Repeat,  k.c.) 
To  Freedom's  bright  and  happy  morn, 
Where  milk  and  honey  flows. 
*'Wide-A wakes"  can't  you  come  out  to-night, 

(Repeat,  &c.) 
He'll  vote  with  us  I  know. 
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^    We'll  raise  our  voices  high  and  strongf, 
/  (Repeat,  &c.) 

And  sing  again  the  Free-Soil  eong, 

O'er  valley,  h'U  and  dale. 

"Wide-Awakes''  can't  you  come  out  to^-nieht, 

(Repeal,  &c.) 
And  split  some  Lincoln  rails. 

(       We'll  fence  the  Hards  and  Softs  all  in, 
^  (Repeat,  Sic.) 

For  ^'Honest  Abe"  and  brave  Hamlin 
Will  build  a  "huge  old  pen." 

"Wide-Awakes"  can't  you  come  out  to-night, 

(Repeat,  &c.) 
And  drive  the  "Covies"  iu. 

(^      "Old   Buck"  and  "Breck,"  and  ''Dan"    and 
r  "Steve."  (Repeat,  &,c.) 

Do  nothing  now  but  mourn  and  grieve. 

Over  .Rat/  Cuts  six-foot  four, 

"Wide-Awakes"  ca»i't 70U  come  out  to-night, 

(Repeat,  &c.) 

Fpr  "Abram"  has  (he  floor. 

/    He's  bound  to  be  our  Pres-i  dent, 

Pres-i-dent, 
Pres-i-dent, 
Now  let  us  give  our  voices  vent. 
And  fire  the  '-Tiger"  gun. 
"Wide-Awakes"  can't  you  come  out  to  night, 

(Repeat,  Stc.) 
"Abe's"  going  to  Washington. 


"We'll  Send  Buchanan  Home. 
Am. — ' '  Few  Bays. ' ' 

Old  "Honest  Abe"  we  will  elect. 
In  a  few  days — few  days  ; 

The  Loco-focos  we'll  eject, 
And  send  Buchanan  home. 
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Chorus. — For  we  will  wait  no  longer, 
Than  a  few  days,  a  few  days, 
For  we  can  wait  no  longer, 
To  send  Buchanan  home. 

Buchanan  is  in  great  distress, 

These  few  days — few  days  ; 
His  grief  he  scarcely  can  express. 

Because  he's  going  home. 

Abe  Lincoln  will  be  President, 

In  a  few  days — few  days  ; 
To  hino  the  people  will  present, 

Buchanan's  present  home. 

November  it  is  near  at  hand, 

In  a  few  days — few  days  ; 
The  people,  then,  throughout  tiie  land, 

Will  send  "Old  Jimmy"  home. 

The  people  they  are  not  afraid. 

In  a  few  days-^few  days  ; 
To  take  for  Vice,  with  "Honest  Abe," 

A  man  from  Maine,  his  home. 

Then  shout  for  Abe  of  Illinois, 

For  a  few  days — few  days  ; 
For  Hamlin,  too,  your  lungs  employ, 

For  they  shan't  stay  at  home. 

The  fourth  of  March  will  soon  be  here, 

In  a  few  days — few  days ; 
The  time  for  "  Honest  Abe"  is  near, 

To  enter  his  new  home. 

For  Lincoln  and  for  Hamlin,  too. 

For  a  few  days — few  days, 
We'll  work  with  hearts  that's  always  true, 

To  those  they  love  at  home. 

And  when  the  vict'ry  has  been  won. 

In  a  few  days — few  days, 
Abe  will  be  safe  in  Washington, 

His  Presidential  hom^. 
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Rallying  Song. 
Air — Columbia's  the  Home  of  the  Brave. 

Sons  of  Freedom  !  sons  of  labor  ! 

Ye  whose  sires,  with  patriot  zeal, 
From  the  plowshare  wrought  the  saber, 

Bravely  crossed  with  British  steel, 
Round  your  standard  swiftly  rally, 

Strong  in  battle  for  the  right ; 
Truth  your  watchword,  God  your  ally, 

In  the  camp  and  in  the  fight ! 

In  the  camp  and  in  the  fight ! 

In  the  camp  and  in  the  fight ! 
Truth  your  watchword,  God  your  ally, 

In  the  camp  and  in  the  fight ! 

Though  your  hands  are  rough  with  toiling. 

They  are  true  in  time  of  need  ; 
In  the  ranks  of  justice  foiling 

Plot  of  crime  and  tyrant  deed  I 
This  your  motto — "While  oppression 

Stains  our  else  united  land, 
To  the  sin  no  base  concession, 

To  the  man  a  brother's  hand." 
[Repeat  as  before.] 

Spurn  the  traitors  who  are  seeking 

To  dissolve  our  happy  ties, 
Cloaking  crime  with  patriot  speaking, 

Gilding  wrong  with  glittering  lies. 
Leave  them  to  a  nation's  scorning, 

Leave  them  tainted  and  alone. 
Shunned  and  loathedj  a  hideous  warning, 

That  no  age  will  call  its  own. 
[Repeat  as  before.] 

Struggle  bravely  and  untiring  ! 

To  the  crushed  give  Freedom's  light  ! 
Soon  your  foes  will  fall  expiring, 

Coaquercd  by  your  heaven-born  might ! 
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Stainless  then,  as  brow  of  maiden, 

The  escutcheon  of  your  land. 
Tremblings  lips  will  oft,  prayer-laden, 

Sweetly  bless  your  gallant  band.     [Repeat. 


The  Prairie's  Pride. 

Air — ^^ Carry  me  hack  to  old  Virginny." 

A  Lincoln's  name  the  nation  shakes, 

No  braver  yeoman  vvalks, 
In  youth  he  fed  on  panther  steaks, 

And  played  with  tomahawks  ; 
O,  he's  a  gallant  Pioneer, 

And  country-born  and  bred, 
He  hoed  his  row  for  many  a  year, 
And  always  kept  ahead. 
CiioRUs. — Ohl  Honest  Abe  is  the  Prairie's  Pride, 
0,  Lincoln  !  he  is  true, 
And  we  will  finJ»  when  he  is  tried, 
He's  Rough  ^nd  Ready  too. 

In  early  life  he  sailed  a  boat, 

Bui  never  let  her  wreck. 
And  while  a  single  piank  would  float, 

Oid  Abe  was  up  on  deck. 
In  Florida  he  gave  the  word 

Learned  on  the  wild  Wabash, 
His  form  was  seen — his  rifle  htiard, 

And  death  was  in  the  flash. 

Chorus. — Old  Honest  Abe,  &c. 

He  was  in  Congress  afterwards 

In  eighteen  forty-swt, 
.Tust  long  enough  lo  ':novv  what  cards 

Are  trumps  in  Politics. 
A  statesman  he  is  of  the  school 

Of  patriots  passed  away — 
Of  Webster,  Benton  and  Rantoul, 

His  idol  is  our  Clay. 

Cborus.--01d  Honest  Abe,  Sic. 
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Once  angry  Douglas  took  the  slump 

And  challenged  hini  to  talk, 
But  little  giants  cnnnot  jump 

As  high  as  Abe  can  walk. 
He  met  the  Donglas  in  his  Hall, 

The  lion  in  his  den, 
And  gave  him  there  a  fearful  maul. 

And  so  he  will  again. 

Chorus. — Old  Honest  Abe,  &c. 

He  does  what  e*er  is  to  be  done 

With  ready  hand  or  pen  ; 
Who  know  him  best  kr.ow  be  is  one 

Of  nature's  noblemen. 
All  Illinois  is  at  his  hack, 

And  all  the  country  through 
Will  back  the  steed  upon  the  track 

That  never  threw  his  shoe. 

,  Chorus. — Old  Honest  A.be,  fee. 

Hurrah  for  Lincoln  J  who  prevails 

In  every  fight  thaf's  fair, 
Who'd  rather  split  a  thousand  rails 

Than  split  a  single  hair  ; 
And  Hamlin  too,  who  has  the  grit 

Of  Hannibaf  the  Great — 
0,  both  are  blessed  with  mother-wit, 
Our  Captain  and  his  Mate. 
Chorus. — Old  Honest  Abe  is  the  Prairie's  Pride 
And  Hamlin  he  is  true, 
And  we  will  find,  when  they  are  tried, 
They're  Rough  and  Ready  too. 


"Wide- Awake  Club"  Song. 
Air — A  Wet  Sheet  and  a  Flowing  Sea, 

Oh,  hear  you  not  the  wild  huzzas 
That  come  from  every  State  ? 

For  honest  Uncle  Abraham, 
The  People's  candidate  ] 
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He  is  our  choice,  our  nominee, 
A  self-made  man,  and  true  ; 
We'll  show  the  Democrats  this  Fall 
What  honest  Abe  can  do. 
Then  give  us  Abe,  and  Hamlin,  too, 

To  guide  our  gallant  ship. 
With  Seward,  Sumner,  Chase  and  Clay, 
And  then  a  merry  trip. 

Come,  Granny  Buck,  youM  better  go 

While  you  can  see  the  way, 
I  fear  your  nerves  won't  stand  the  shock 

On  next  election  day. 
So  take  your  hat — what's  that  you  say  ? 

You  are  so  cold  you  shiver  ? — 
Why,  that's  the  way  you'll  feel,  my  dear, 

When  sailing  up  Salt  River. 
Then  give  us  Abe,  &c, 

I  hear  that  Dcug.  :,5  half  inclined 

To  give  us  all  r'ig -bail. 
Preferring  exercibe  on  foot 

To  riding  on  a  rail. 
For  Abe  has  one  already  mauled 

Upon  the  White  House  plan  ; 
If  once  Doug,  gels  astride  of  that. 

He  is  a  used  up  man. 

Then  give  us  Abe,  &c. 

Come  rally  with  us  here  to-night. 

Be  "  Wide  Awake"  for  fun, 
Fo«  we  shall  surely  win  the  day 

Before  old  sixty-one. 
From  North  to  South,  from  East  to  West, 

Our  power  shall  be  felt ; 
I  tell  you  fight  with  all  your  might. 
For  Abe  shall  have  the  Belt. 

Then  give  us  Abe,  and  Hamlin,  too. 

To  guide  our  gallant  ship, 
With  Seward,  Sumner,  Chase  and  Clay, 
And  then  a  merry  trip. 
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Democracy  as  it  Is. 
Am. — "  Yankee    Doodle,^* 

Democracy  has  gone  astray, 

There's  nothing  now  can  bind  it, 

It's  changed  so  often  in  its  day, 
You  know  not  where  to  find  it. 

Chorus — Yankee  doodle,  doodle  doc  ! 
Now*s  the  time  for  action, 
We're  the  boys  can  put  it  through, 
And  lick  it  like  distraction. 

Dem(»cracy  blows  cold  and  hot, 

Ij  cuts  a  sorry  figure, 
Its  principles  are  sold  and  bought, 

Its  platforms  are  all  "nigger." 

Yankee  Doodle,  &.c. 

Democracy  is  on  the  wing, 

It  flies  to  every    7i!, 
It  never  halts  at  anything, 

And's  going  to  the  devil. 

Yankee  Doodle,  fee. 

Democracy  looks  very  sad, 

And  loud  \ov  help  is  crying, 
The  doctors  say  its  case  is  bad. 

And  thinks  "poor  thin?"  is  dying. 

Yankee  Doodle,  &c. 

Democracy  is  growing  worse, 
'Tis  nothing  but  a  sham,  sir, 

It's  proved  itself  to  be  a  curse. 
It  isn't  worth  a  clam,  sir. 

Yankee  Doodle,  fac. 

Democracy's  a  cruel  hoax. 

In  fragments  rent  asunder. 
Too  long  it  has  humbugg'd  the  folks. 

And  lived  on  public  plunder. 

Yankee  Doodle,  &.c. 


18 


Democracy  was  once  a  name 

In  which  we  all  delighted, 
But  now  it's  sunk  in  sin  and  shame, 

Its  prospects  are  all  blighted. 
Yankee  Doodle,  &c. 

Democracy  is  doom'd  to  fall, 
Its  friends  are  broken-hearted. 

The  plain  "hand  writing's  on  the  wall," 
Its  glory  has  departed. 

Yankee  Doodle,  &tc. 


Lincoln  Campaign  Song. 
Air.— "T/te  Old  Granite  State:' 

We  are  coming,  we  are  conning;  Freedom's  battle  is 

begun, 
And  inscribed  upon   our  fanner  is  the  name  of  Abe 

Lincoln  ! 
And  our  voice  which  swells  for  Lincoln,  and  for  Free- 
dom evermore, 
Shall  be  hailed  by  land  and  seamen,  as  was  never  heard 
before. 

We  will  vote  for  old  Abe  Lincoln  ;  we 

will  vote  for  old  Abe  Lincoln  ; 
We're  tor  honest  old  Abe  Lincoln,  and 
for  Freedom  through  the  land. 
We  are  coming,  we  are  coming,  as  a  patriotic  band, 
To  drive  the  Border  RuiSans  and  Fire-Eaters  from  the 

land  ; 
And  we'll  put  them  with  the  Sappers   and  the    Union 

Miners  too, 
In  the  charge  of  the  Flatboatman  and  his  Union  saving 
crew. 

We  are  coming,  we  are  coming — not  as  comes  the  Ruf- 
fian throng, 

Armed  with  pistols,  drunk  wi»h  whiskey,  with  their 
curses  loud  and  long  j 
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But  we  have  a  gallant  Chieftain^  leading"  onward  to  the 

fight 
A  band  of  noble  Freemen,  to  do  battle  for  the  right. 

We  are  coming,  we  are  coming,  to  redeem  our  native 
land. 

From  the  evils  that  are  springing  from  Buchanan's  luck- 
less wand. 

To  the  "father  of  the  faithfuP'  we  will  give  the  chair 
of  State, 

While  we  see  our  modern  Abra'm  rise  the  highest  o*er 
the  great. 

We  are  coming,  we  are  coming,  and  we  have  a  nominee, 
Who  has  work'd  his  passage  upward  to  the  favor  of  the 

Free. 
With  the  rifle,  axe,  and  compass,  at  the  counter,  laft,  or 

farm ,    ■ 
As  a  Counsellor  and  Statesman,  he  has  ever  borne    the 

palm.  ^ 

We  are  coming,  we  are  coming,  and  we   have    a  living 

man, 
Standing  on  a  spotless  platform,  to  lead  forth   our  glori- 
ous van. 
He  is  tali,  and  lank,  and  stalwart,  without  blandishment 

or  art, 
And  well  fitted  for  the  race-course,  as  to  heels  and  head 
and  heart. 

So  we'll  vote  for  old  Abe  Lincoln  ;  so 
we'll  vote  lor  old  Abe  Lincoln — 
We're  for  Lincoln  and  for  Hamlin,  and  for 
Freedom  thro'  the  land. 


Another  Good  Reason  for  Voting  for  Lincoln. 
— An  old  farmer  who  has  been  one  of  the  "Wheel  Hor- 
ses" of  the  Democracy  of  Spencer  Co  ,  Ind.,  f^T  manv 
years,  says  that  he  is  determined  to  vote  for  "Old  Abe" 
at  the  next  Novenober  election,  as  he  had  a  fight  with 
Abe  when  they  were  boys,  and  Abe  whipped  him.  He 
wishes  to  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  he  has 
been  whipped  by  the  President  of  the  United  States. 
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The  Bobolink's  (Campaign)  Song. 

[When  the  bobolink  migrates  to  the  South,  he  stops  singing,  chang- 
ing his  plumage,  and  is  known  as  the  rice-bird  of  Georgia  and  the  Car- 
olinas,  and  the  reed-bird  of  Maryland.] 

When  I  am  at  the  sunny  South, 

I  dare  not  sing  my  mellow  strains ; 
A  song  of  freedom  from  my  mouth 

Would  drown  amid  the  din  of  chains  ; 
So  T  think  on — think  on — think  on, 

Until  my  visit  there  is  spent, 
Now  Abe  Lincoln — Lincoln — Lincoln 

Is  to  be  our  President. 

So  in  the  clover  meadows  here, 

I  spread  with  joy  my  happy  wing, 
And  long  before  another  year 

In  the  far  South^land  I  can  sing  ; 
Now  I'll  drink-on — drink-on — drink-on 

From  the  soft  m^wer-cups  filled  with  dew, 
Cousin  Lincoln — Lincoln — Lincoln, 

Here  is  my  best  respects  to  you. 

May  every  man  who  feels  and  thinks 

The  time  of  triunoph  is  at  hand. 
Repeat  the  song  of  bobolinks. 

Now  ringing  through  our  happy  land. 
If  long  Lincoln — Lincoln — Lincoln 

Fails,  notwithstanding  my  sweet  strains, 
I  shall  get,  I'm  "think-in" — "think-in,** 

j^  coat  of  feathers  for  my  pains, 

I  can  be  chief  musician  here  ; 

Only  a  reed  or  rice- bird  there  ; 
I  hush  my  notes  for  half  the  year. 

And  change  the  plumage  that  I  wear. 
In  bright  fields  I  blink-on — blink-on  ; 

Now  I  am  not  a  plumed  poltroon,    , 
"I'll  vote  for  honest  cousin  Lincoln, 

To  lake  the  Presidential  throne. 
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They  have  no  bards  or  bobolinks 

To  sing  for  liberty  divine 
In  the  fair  land  where  slavery  clinks 

Her  chains  ocross  the  border  line. 
They  will  clink-on — clink-on — clink-on 

Until  the  Union  breaks  in  twain, 
Unless  votes  for  Lincoln — Lincoln, 

Fall  like  storms  of  summer  rain. 


At  a  great  meeting  at  Racine, "Wis.,  Hon.  Marshal  M. 
Strong  made  the  following  statement  : 

He  had  the  noost  entire  confidence  both  in  the  honesty 
and  ability  of  Mr.  Lincoln.  He  had  known  him  and 
known  of  him  for  years,  and  it  was  his  deliberate  opin' 
ion  that  Abraham  Lincoln  was  one  of  the  greatest  men 
this  country  had  produced.  Among  the  political  speak- 
ers oflhe  country,  he  knew  of  none  whose  speeches  evinc- 
ed such  masterly  comprehension  of  the  institutions  of 
the  country,  such  a  clear  insight  into  the  spirit  and  ge- 
nius of  this  Constitution,  as  thosit^f  Mr.  Lincoln.  Let 
those  present  who  have  not  read  it,  read  his  speech  at 
Springfield  prior  to  the  campaign  with  Douglas.  Mr.  Lin- 
coln was  a  great  lawyer,  and  he  was  so  honest  that  he 
would  state  his  opponent's  case  in  Court  even  stronger 
than  he  could  state  it  himself. 

Who  Is  Lincoln  ?  [Oswego  Palladium. 

"  The  ablest  lawyer  in  Illinois,  and  the  smartest  stump 
speaker  in  the  Union;  an  earnest  and  honest  man  who 
believes  what  he  professes,  and  who  will  carry  out  what 
he  undertakes.  [Senator  Douglas. 

"  Pray,  Sir,"  asked  one  man  of  another,  with  whom 
he  had  got  into  a  political  dispute  in  a  railroad  car, — 
"  Pray,  Sir,  who  is  your  candidate  for  the  Presidency  ? 
Bell  ?" 

"Bell.  Sir?    Hell,  Sir!    No,  Sir!    My  candidate,  Sir, 

is  Mr.    Dougridge— I— I— mean— Mr.  Brecklas— d n 

it,  Sir,  what  is  it  to  >ou,  Sir  ?    My  candidate  is  the  reg 
ular  Democratic  candidate,  and  all  right." 
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Freedom's  Battle-Call. 

Unroll  the  flsg  of  stripes  and  stars. 

Light  bonfires  on  the  mountain's  heighfi 
Hartiess  the  men  whose  battle-scara 

Proclaim  their  courage  in  the  fight  ! 
Ring  the  bronzed  bells  in  all  the  spires, 

Toss  the  flame-rockets  heaven  high  ! 
Let  black-lipped  cannon  belch  in  fires, 

And  shouts  of  freedom  rend  the  sky  ! 
Our  fathers'  blood  cp^'es  from  the  dust  ; 

Their  hearts  beat  in  these  hearts  of  ours; 
Their  God  is  the  great  God  we  trust, 

Their  crown  of  thorns  our  wreath  of  flowers  ! 
Above  their  hallowed  graves  we  tread  ; 

Upon  their  sacred  ashes  kneel. 
And,  in  the  presence  of  the  dead, 

Unsheath  their  battered  blades  of  steel  1 
So  help  us  God,  come  weal  or  woe, 

We  pledge  our-^hor  or  our  lives 
To  fight  for  freedom,  while  a  foe 

To  nnan  within  our  reach  survives* 
Lo,  serried  ranks  of  heroes  brave 

March  to  the  music  of  the  free^ 
Across  the  prairie,  like  a  wave 

Swept  by  the  strong  wind  from  the  sea. 

They  rally  from  the  sunny  lands — 

Over  the  border  line  which  parts 
The  states,  but  not  the  clasping  hands 

In  whoso  hot  palms  beat  kindred  hearts. 
From  the  green  ncMDuntains'  lofty  towers, 

Where  freedom  sits  upon  her  throne, 
Crowned  with  a  wreath  of  wild-wood  flowers, 

They  come  like  guests  to  feasts  at  noon» 

ON    DIT. 

'Tis  said  that  e'er  his  banner  to  the  breeze  was  flung,. 
•    Out  of  poor  Bell  a  heavy  Toll  was  rung  ; 
And  now  as  the  Bell-wether  of  the  lot, 
They'll  fleece  him  well  e'er  sending  him  to  pot. 
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Campaign  Song. 
Air.—"  Bobbing  Around.'^ 

The  Democrats  are  cross  and  blue, 
And  swearing  around,  around,  around  ; 

With  sinking  ship  and  surly  crew 
They  go  a  swearing  around. 

Chorus. — Hob,  bob,  bob,  and  a  hob,  bob,  bob^ 
Bobbin^:,  bobbing  'round, 
And  a  hd^^bob,  bob,  get  up  de  bob, 
As  they  go  bobbing  'round. 

The  Douglas  men  in  office  fat, 
Go  dodging  around,  around,  around, 

Afraid  old  Buck  will  knock  them  flat, 
While  dizzily  dodging  around. 

The  broken  ranks  of  Breckenridge 
Go  reeling  around,  around,  around  j 

In  vain  they  seek  defeat  to  bridge, 
While  always  reeling.:?»^aiid. 

The  Union  men,  with  clapper  and  bell, 

Go  tolling  around,  around,  around, 
And  toll  and  toll  their  funeral  knell, 

Forever  tolling  around. 

The  Lincoln  boys,  with  axe  and  maul, 
Are  splitting  around,  around,  around  j 

With  axe  and  maul,  hard  strikers  all. 
And  merrily  splitting  around. 

And  soon  their  quarreling  foes  will  be 

All  laying  around,  around,  around. 
With  quaking  jaw  and  shivering  knee, 

All  loosely  laying  around. 


The  Republican  Platform.— Carl  Schurz  condenses 
the  Republican  platform  as  follows  : 

"  To  man — his  birthright :  to  labor— freedom  :  to  him 
that  wants  to  labor — work  and  independence  :  to  hi.-n 
that  works — his  dues." 
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The  Union  Ticket. — The  entire  harmony  of  the  Re- 
publican nominations  is  curiously  illastrated  in  the  names 
of  the  candidates,  which  are  anagrammatically  conTerti* 
ble,  thus  : 

ABRA-HAM  LIN-COLN  ; 

the  Vice-Presidentlal  name  being  a  union  link  on  that  of 
"Honest  Old  Abe."  The  letters  also  contain  Mr.  Ham- 
lin's  first  name — Hannibal. 


A  Printer  for  VicE-JiiEsiDENT. — Hannibal  Hamlia 
commenced  his  life  as  a  farmer  boy,  and  afterwards  be- 
came a  printer,  and  continued  "  setting  up  type"  till  he 
commenced  the  study  of  law.  He  was  admitted  to  th« 
bar  in  1835,  when  he  was  24  years  of  age. 

Abraham  Lincoln  was  a  farmer  boy,  and  ''  split  railS|" 
by  the  day,  after  he  was  twenty  years  of  age. 

What  better  champions  of  Free  Labor  could  be  found 
than  the  Republican  candidates  for  President  and  Vice- 
President  ? 


A  correspondent  who  attended  the  Baltimore  Demo- 
cratic Convention,  gives  the  following  as  a  remark  made 
in  his  hearing  by  one  of  the  delegates  : 

"  It's  a  sartin'  sure  thing  that  Abe  Lincoln  is  a  cussed 
hard  nut  to  crack,  and  unless  the  Demmycrats  march 
shoulder  to  shoulder  in  one  solid  felanks  and  as  one  unit, 
carrying  the  sledge  hammer  of  Jackson  Democracy,  they 
never  can  crack  him  any  how." 
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